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people are unofficial and official agents of the
O.G.P.U., and well may I be pardoned for suspecting
even the young man in Siberia of being a skilfully
disguised agent of the most dreaded secret service
in the world.

On my return from Siberia I was met at the
station by an official of the O.GJP.tL and, wise from
experience, I had no hesitation in telling him what
I thought of conditions. I was hoping that this
agent would deal with the things I told him in his
report, that in this way if in no other those in high
places might hear what I had to say. But even
though they did learn the evil conditions still
remained.

The O.G.P.U. use all types and amongst the
interpreters one finds many of their most useful
agents. My one and only female interpreter and
secretary is worthy of especial mention In this
connection. She was an Armenian. I rather sympa-
thise with the Turks. Certainly, many times during
her stay with us at the N.K.R.K.I. I found myself
wishing that she had been one of her unfortunate
country people who had perished at the hands of
the galloping Kurds.

This young lady reminded me of Nellie Wallace
In full make-up. In the summer she wore old-
fashioned, high-heeled, high-laced boots, white
stockings, a short pink cotton blouse, a fur coat and
a tiny hat with a huge feather. But despite her odd
appearance, she was undoubtedly a clever secretary
and linguist. I have never yet had a typist who could
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